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A  Yearbook  mirrors  the  memories  of  our  lives  together; 

Defeat,  disappointment,  victory,  and  fulfillment  reflect  our  year; 
Herein  lie  those 
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The  world  throbs  upon  the  battlefield  of 
man's  inner  self.   No  longer  is  the 
epidemic  of  drug  dependance  or  violent 
political  revolution,   or  world  wide 
destruction  a  dream.   There  is  a 
foreboding  shadow  in  this  crisis  hour. 
It  is  a  desperate  hour.  No  longer  does 
time  permit  us  to  talk  of  apathy — 
or  wallow  in  complacency  and  un- 
involvement. 

We  dedicate  this  annual,  this  part  of 
Rockmont,  to  those  seniors  who  are 
dedicated  to  changing  this  kind  of  a 
world. 
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Who  will  forget  his  laughter,  his  good  nature  no  matter  what  was 
happening,  his  involvement,   his  serious  interest  in  our  school? 

It  seemed  that  wherever  you  turned,   Gene  Vogel  was  there.   On 
the  soccer  field,  his  voice  would  carry,  making  you  aware  of  his 
presence  —  encouraging,  coaching,  playing  hard.   He  was 
involved. 

In  Student  Council,   Gene  was  there.  As  Vice-President,  he  was 
responsible  for  running  the  meeting;  always  funny  and  yet  serious 
too,  for  he  realized  the  importance  of  school  government.   On  the 
annual  staff,    Gene  was  there:  helping,   contributing  with  his 
comments  and  time  when  this  book  was  in  the  planning  stages. 


Gene  was  born  in  Longmont,  Colorado  June 
21,   1944.   He  was  educated  in  Longmont, 
finishing  at  Bob  Jones  Academy  in  1963. 
He  began  at  Rockmont  in  1966.   While  here, 
he  met  his  wife,  Mary  Ann  Reeves.   They 
were  married  on  August  19,   1967.   After 
a  brief  interruption.   Gene  returned  to  Rockmont 
in  1969.  As  a  senior  this  year,  he  was 
carrying  20  hours  here,  with  another  five  or 
six  by  correspondence ,  hoping  to  graduate  in 
May  so  he  coiild  enter  the. field  of  aero-space 
as  a  pilot  or  instructor. 

On  October  25,  1970,  God  chose  to  take  Gene 
home.   Often  the  first  question  that  comes  to 
mind  is:  "Why?  Why,  when  he  had  so  much 
youth,   so  much  promise?  Why?"  God  has 
not  seen  fit  to  give  us  this  answer.  Because  of 
that,  it  is  our  responsibility  to  trust  His 
judgement  all  the  more;  relying  on  Him  for 
our  strength  to  carry  on. 


Gene's  influence  on  Rockmont  was 
great.   He  will  not  be  forgotten.   His 
absence  is  felt,  but  in  that  absence  is 
the  knowledge  that  we  will  meet  again. 
In  that  hope,  we  must  go  forward. 
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Freshmen 


Inititation 
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Freshmen  enter  college  sometimes  apprehensive, 
sometimes  fearful,  but  almost  always  expectant 
of  their  college  days  and  self-assured  of  them- 
selves.  They  are  now  collegiates  (far  removed  from 
and  superior  to  their  high  school  days).   They  are 
now  in  college  --  ready  to  conquer  and  control  the 
world. 


Upperclassmen,   aware  of  this  danger,  set  aside  a  week 
each  year  to  reduce  this  self-assured,   cocky  atitude. 
.    .    .  to  teach  submission,  obedience,   and  humility. 
.    .    .to  maintain  their  seniority  .    .    .    also  to  have  a 
lot  of  fun. 
.    .    .    auctions 
,    .    .    boxes 

.    .    .    butter  on  the  nose 
,    .    .    chains 

.    .    .    wet  lasagna 
In  this  changing  world,   some  traditions  have  a  place. 
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Mr.   Yetter 
Vice  President 


Jo  Ann  Carlson 
Secretary 


Mrs.  Nelson 
Business  Manager 
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Dr.   Miller 
Academic  Dean 
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We  live  during  a  time  when  young 
soldiers  perish  in  the  rice  paddies  of 
Viet  Nam   ...    a  time  when  stray 
bullets  wipe  out  the  lives  of 
contemporary  students.    .    .    a  time 
when  fear  grips  the  hearts  of  the    . 
mtiltitude    ...    a  time  of  racial, 
political  and  social  unrest. 

And  yet,  the  student  struggles  to 
discover  his  individual  world 
.    .    .his  significance,   and  even 
his  God.    .    . 
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WHAT      AN 


At  the  outset,  due  to  lack  of  experience,  things  were  a  bit  blurry 
for  the  "reckless  Rockets".  From  the  first  disastrous  game  (?), 
20-0  against  Denver  University,  the  soccer  team  began  to  improve 
until  the  fifth  game  when  the  offense  exploded  against  Metro,   only 
to  lose  11-1,   a  real  he artbre aker.   The  defense  began  to  tighten 
up  to  a  peak  against  Baptist  Bible  College,  only  to  drop  another 
one  2-0  (bum  voyage,  to  be  sure).  As  the  season  wore  on,  the 
team  began  to  get  it  together  for  the  final  game  against  a  tough 
Wyoming  unit,  when  they  took  control  only  to  be  nipped  4-3, 
a  real  triumph  in  defeat.   The  season  was  ji:ist  a  warm-up  for  the 
basketball  and  spring  soccer  season,  whe  the  "rowdy  Rockets" 
will  show  NO  MERCY. 
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20-0      TO     4-3 
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OUTRAGEOUS     SEASONS! 
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IN  DEFEAT 
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The  Ones 
Responsible 


George  Andrews' 
Ron  Austin 
Jim  Ayers 
Mike  Clement 
Chet  Culp 
Rick  Davis 
Charlie  Frank 
Mike  Grouns 
Bill  Henderson 
Dan  Jamison 
Pat  Knapp 
Mark  McAnlis 
Dave  Pastor 
Dale  Reece 
Gene  Vogel 
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The  smoke  inhabits  your  being. 

The  excitement  of  watching  players 
in  action  takes  control  of  yoijr  voice. 

The  thrill  of  watching  pins  fall  makes 
you  beam. 

The  taste  of  pi2za  and  Pepsi  lingers 
long  after  you're  home. 

What  happened? 

HOMECOMING  1970. 

What  an  experience! 

The  bonfire  began  with  a  wiener 
roast  followed  by  a  song-fest  with 
testimonies; drawing  everything 
together. 

The  game  offered  us  a  kaleidascope 
of  emotions  ranging  from  pride  (as 
a  play  was  well  executed)  to 
frustration  (when  we  didn't  score!). 
Our  queen,  Linda  Hall  was  crowned 
at  half-time. 

^. 

/one  had  a  good  time  listening 
clatter  of  pins  and  the  chatter 
Ms  while  bowling  for  two  hours. 


gathered  St^Shakey's  for  some  mouth- 
watering pizza.  >' 

An  exhausting  week-end?  Yes.  But  .» 

what's  a  few  hours  less  sleep  when 

you  have  the  opportunity  of 

participating  in  such  an  exuberant 

activity?  *  .    '■ 


m 


^ 


\^ 


y 


(a®[€€i5 


N 


H 


...tj 


Jan  Vanderwagen 
George  Andrews 


Ariel  Adams 
Pat  Knapp 


Joanie  Garlow 
Dan  Jamison 


Linda  Hall 
Mark  McAnlis 
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Soodbye    now. 
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in   the 
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Dorm  Hours.  .  .  fellows  out 
Bed  check,  .  .  flash  light  in  eyes 
"Maybe  they  are  in  the  cedar 
closet" 

"May  I  have  a  weekend  per- 
mission?" 

"Hey  who  are  you  going  with?" 
"Did  you  know  that.  .  .  .  ?" 
"Where  have  you  been,  was  he 
neat,    did  you  have  a  good 
time?" 
Telephone 

Dorm  life  is  quite  exciting.    It's 
an  experience  everyone  must 
go  through.    You  learn  to  live 
with  other  people  and  learn  to 
accept  them  for  what  they  are. 
Sure  there  are  up's  and  down's 
but  that's  only  natural.    You 
have  to  cope  with  the  noise  in 
the  lounge  while  you  try  to 
sleep.   You  get  to  the  point 
where  you  can  turn  everything 
off  if  you  are  tired  enough.   You 
never  can  tell  what  will  happen 
next  in  the  dorm  but  we  have  a 
great  Dorm  Mom.    She  does  her 
job  the  best  she  can.    Some  of 
us  think  she's  wrong  but  it's  not 
long  until  we  find  that  she  is 
right.    Thank  God  for  my  ex- 
perience in  the  dorm.   You 
learn  to  grow  up  must  faster. 
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LOTS  OF  PEOPLE  KNOW  ME 
BUT  FEW  OF  THEM  ARE  FRIENDS." 


Chet  Gulp  was  a  person  that  few  of  us 
really  knew.  He  enriched  the  lives  of 
those  who  really  knew  him. 

Here  was  a  fellow  student  who  was 
younger  than  most  of  us  but  he  had  in- 
sights into  life  that  few  of  us  have  ever 
had.    He  did  a  lot  of  living  in  his  short 
life.   He  let  people  add  to  his  life  and 
was  willing  to  add  to  the  lives  of  others 
and  because  of  this,   he  still  lives  for 
some.     He  realized  above  all,   that  God 
was  the  only  One  that  could  make  these 
"additions"  meaningful.   Here  is  some- 
thing that  Ghet  once  wrote,    "In  each 
relationship  a  person  has,   he  shares 
something  unique.    Some  relationships 
are  relationships  in  which  two  people 
grow,    learn  live  together.    Some  rela- 
tionships are  relationships  in  which  two 
people  learn  to  let  Ghrist  live  through 
them,    learn  to  let  Ghrist  live  through 
them  to  others,   not  only  between  them- 
selves. " 

What  else  can  we  say  about  Ghet?  Some 
can  say,    "Thank  you,   God,   for  letting 
us  know  Ghet  and  sharing  with  him,  " 
Ghet  is  happy  now  and  is  with  his  best 
friend,  Jesus.   He  went  to  see  this  friend 
on  January  4,   1971  after  almost  18  years 
in  this  world, 

"A  man  has  a  right  to  die,  " 

None  of  us  has  experienced  actual 
death,   quoted  by  Ghet  himself. 


I  am  a  drifter. 
I  am  a  wisp  of  wind. 
Lots  of  people  know  me. 
But  few  of  them  are  friends. 

I  am  a  drifter. 

Found  that  out  the  other  day. 
Realized  I  loved  somebody. 
Realized  I  couldn't  stay 
around  anymore. 

When  things  look  good, 
When  the  situation's  fine, 
That's  when  traveling 
Get's  on  my  mind, 

1  am  a  drifter. 
1  am  a  wisp  of  wind. 
Lots  of  people  know  me. 
But  few  of  them  are  friends. 

Chet  Gulp 
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Let  Us  Love  One  Another 

Thank  you  Lord,   for  people 

For  the  many  different  kinds 

And  to  think  Lord  - 

You  loved  them,   everyone 

You  made  us  all  different 

To  show  your  great  love. 

But  Lord,    Let  us  accept  them 

No  matter  how  hard 

Ite  possible  through  you  Lord 

As  to  you  nothing's  impossible 

Lord  we  can  learn  things 

From  all  that  you've  made 

And  as  you've  made  man 

So  can  we  learn  from  him. 

That  no  matter  what 

Shape  or  size  or  color  of  skin 

You  love  us  all  the  same 

So  let  this  love 

Show  through  us  now 

For  it's  for  you  we  take  our  stand. 

To  love  each  other 

As  you  have  made  command. 
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Together  we  see 

A  boy  and  girl 

Walking  hand  in  hand 

Across  this  land 

Into  the  land  of  love 

Where  flowers  bloom 

And  birds  do  sing 

Their  song  of  love 

Where  days  never  end 

And  nights  are  long 

Each  willing  to  give 

The  best  of  what  they  have 

To  each  other 

In  order  that 

The  best  might  be  done 

For  the  one  they  love. 
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Someone  special,   Someone  loved 

A  boy  and  girl,  walking  hand  in  hand 

Running  in  the  wind,  skipping  through  the  snow 

Loving  one  another.   Holding  each  other 

lis  a  blessed  thing  to  be  loved 

And  its  even  greater  to  love. 
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Unity 


Together  I'll  stand  with  those  around.  Not 
ashamed  of  who's  around.  Those  of  different  size, 
color  and  shape,  All  fit  together  in  their  own 
place.  The  space  Christ  made  for  each  to  fill.  Can 
only  be  filled  when  we  forget  who  we  are.  And  see 
others  as  our  brothers  and  friends.  Joining  together 
in  a  circle  of  love,   forming  a  body  with  Christ  as 
the  Head.  And  together  we  all  make  up  the  body, 
each  part  needing  the  other.  Together  lets  be  what 
Christ  wants  us  to  be. 

by  bonni 
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Coach  Dan  Barram 


Tim  Adams 


George  Andrews 


Ron  Austin 


Paul  Brooks 


Paul  Conant 


Mike  Grouns 


Ron  Hanson 


Steve  Obrecht 


Dale  Reece 


Ken  Smith 


Bob  Tucker 


and  Mouse 


Karen  Hinkley 
Pat  Robnick 


Jane  Silver 


Deb  Soneff 


Jan  Vanderwagen 
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Mr.   Vern  Nesbitt 
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Mr.   Archie  Yetter 
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Gene  Marlatt 
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Martha  Rott 
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Mr.   George  Paul 
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Dr.   Harold  Miller 


What  fences  us  in  from  reality  and  life,   from  flying  foe?  The  revo- 
lutaries  came  with  a  message  of  freedom  from  fears  and  blindness  of 
all  sorts  --  Freedom  to  fly  in  our  power  to  new  heights  above  the  fetters 
which  bind  us.   So  our  instructors  help  to  guide  our  pilgrimage  .    .    . 
and  so  affect  eternity,    .    .   The  joumies  into  the  mind  can  be  the 
greatest  adventures  of  all  because  he  who  teaches  labors  with  God  in 
his  workmanship. 


Mrs.  Jill  Hill 


Dr.    David  Beckman 
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Queen  of  the  Court 


Karen  Hiitkley  -  Steve  Obrecht 
Diane  Paul  Cris  Nesbitt 


Linda  Crouse  -  George  Andrews 
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Nancy  Carlo w  -  Paul  Conant 


Jan  Vanderwagen  -  Tim  Adams 
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Karen,  70  Queen  crowns  Jan,  71  Queen 
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Carol  Schaumberg 
Wendy  Philibosian 
Arvie  Wallen 
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Sharon  Close 
Dennis  Pearson 


Imagine  120  people.  Put  them  in  a  banquet  room  at  the  Highlander  Inn  nestled 

in  the  foothills  west  of  Denver.  Place  these  people  a  jovial  mood  at  8:00  p.m. 

on  January  23,   1971, 

Even  with  all  your  imagination  you  could  not  be  able  to  envision  the  total 

situation  unless  you  were  there  and  recalled  the  whole  delightful  evening. 

Everyone  dressed  up  and  looking  their  nicest.  Couples  coming  through  the  door 

to  meet  expressions  like;  "I  didn't  know  you  were  coming  with  him!  "  or  "Look 

at  those  flowers! " 

The  entertainment  was  provided  by  five  of  our  own  students,  Sharon  Close,   and 

Dennis  Pearson;  Carol  Schaumberg  and  Wendy  Philibosian;  with  Arvie  Wallen. 

Dr.  Grounds  from  the  Conservative  Baptist  Theological  Seminary  challenged  us 

with  a  message  on  caring. 

The  evening  is  past  -  but  not  forgotten. 

The  memories  will  live  for  a  long  time  and  that's  what  counts. 
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Whose  woods  these  are,  I  think  I  know 
His  house  is  in  the  villiage  though; 
He  will  not  see  me  stopping  here 
to  watch  his  woods  fill  up  with  snow. 

My  little  horse  must  think  it  queer 
to  stop  without  a  farm  hoi:ise  near 
Between  the  woods  a  frozen  lake 
The  darkest  evening  of  the  year. 

He  gives  his  harness  bells  a  shake 
to  ask  if  there  is  some  mistake, 
The  only  other  sounds  the  sweep 
of  easy  wind  and  downy  flake 

The  woods  are  lovely,  dark,  and  deep 
But  I  have  promises  to  keep, 
And  miles  to  go  before  I  sleep, 
And  miles  to  go  before  I  sleep. 


Robert  Frost 
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Alive 


Assistant  Cook 
Virgina  Olson 
Mrs.    "O" 
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Head  Cook 
Dorothy  Dunbar 
"Dunny" 
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The  Kitchen  Crew 


m       1  -r  ■ 


^^^^<*?^^ 


% 


Lila  Staley 

Jan  Vanderwagen 

Mike  Clement 
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Nancy  Garlow 


Joe  Johnston 

Director  of  Admissions 


Student 


Center 
Personnel 


Barbara  Paul 


George  Paul 
Dean  of  Students 
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Glee  Matthews,   Women's  Resident  Advisor 
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Louise  J.   Miller 
Librarian 


Owner  of  the 

House  of  Books 
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Student  Council 


Nancy  Garlow,  Tom  Sevang,  Jan  Vanderwagen,  Paul  Brooks,  Dave  Pastor,  Ron  Hanson,  Dave  Kolb,  Mike  Clement,  George 
Andrews,  Jim  Weber,   Dave  Pearson,   and  George  Paul,   Advisor, 
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Chapel  Days 


t 


Days  Without  Chapel 

Tuesday's  and  Fridays 

9:30-10:15 


SENIORS 


Lawrence  Shenk  -  Secretary  Treasurer;  Paul  Brooks  -  President;  Mr.  Marlatt  -  Sponsor;  Thorn  Polvogt  -  Vice  President 
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Steve  Adams 


George  Andrews 


Paul  Brooks 
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Dean  Carlson 


Alton  Cothron 
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Dave  Graham 


Dave  Kolb 


Dave  Meekins 


Dave  Pearson 
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THE 
WORLD 


M 


Jerry  Smitii 


Thorn  Polvogt 


Too  much  of  ourselves  belong  to  memories,   for  us  to 

leave  Rockmont.  But  now  we  must  part 

This  is  the  end  of  our  journey 

now  we  must  find  another  path  -  -  - 
Our  life  is  short 

days  run  through  our  fingers  too  fast 
We  must  hurry  .    .    . 

Run,   leave  the  old  behind 
but  don't  forget 
Old  memories  are  beautiful 
Yet  don't  let  them  tie  you  down  .    .    . 
Stand  proud  and  carry  the  torch  of  truth 
to  light  to  paths  of  the  unknown  .    .    . 
we  the  Youth  will  do  the  impossible. 
And  we  will  move  the  earth  .   .    . 
Dream  no  small  dreams  .   .   .   for  they 
do  not  inspire  men's  souls. 
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Lawrence  Shenk 


GIRL! 
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Jim  Weber 


1 


Terrill  WiUiams 


101 


,<»«>«** 


'  f«^^ 


JP*""**" 


nm 


•! 


:  t^ 


•^^^mmff"^^ 


'I 


I 


u 
s 


God 


Son 


.^;,  *',i:^ 


if  * 


Savior^  #^ 


'*-*^- 

,-** 


I 


V^ 


vC^ 


00^  THE 


sxa 


FitPi/iiiu 


u#isi-i  ^ 


UNK/youift 


Hi 


I 


i. 


'.K    M 


..y    ; 


k 


/^ 


I—  null  iliiiniuiiiMiiiiiBaa 


